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their splendid properties. Yes, he had plenty to
think of. And he sat there, looking straight in
front of him, while the pains at his hip made him
bellow inside.

When the table was laid, Judith, to escape the
kitchen heat, went out to watch the clippers.

As the weather was so grand the clipping could
be in the open air instead of in the barn. All the
sheep had been brought in. There were eight
hundred sheep and five hundred lambs.

Beyond the house in a grand half-circle were
fifteen clippers striding the sheep-stools, and each
clipper held a sheep, shorn, half shorn, about to be
shorn. There was a tremendous noise, for the
gate of the farmyard was packed by five score of
wooled sheep penned against it. They would be
caught, one after another, by one of the boys, who,
in a wild, excited pack, tumbled and fought and
shouted, having the day of their lives. The sheep
bleated and their lambs on the fell-side or in the
fields bleated as well. The dogs barked and even
horses neighed. It was strange to feel, beyond
this excited whirlpool of sound, the glazen silence
of the Tarn, the road, the hills, pulsating through
the shimmering heat, but silent, as though holding
their breath for the first peal of thunder that would
release them from this spell.

Judith first looked for Charlie Watson, and a
splendid sight he was. His shirt was open at the
neck, and sweat beaded the thick black hair of his
chest. His arms, red-brown to near the elbows then
snow-white, bulged with muscle; his legs planted
wide to hold the sheep between them seemed to be